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Summary: what if Hopper and Joyce had been together from the 
beginning of season 1? what if all the events so carefully preserved in 
our beloved characters' minds had gone slightly different? he was 
always there for her, even when she wasnt looking. all she needed to 
do was see it. set from seasons 1-3 and might write a sequal after 4 


1. Chapter 1: I Didn't Fall In Love With Yo 


Chapter 1: I Didn't Fall In Love With You 


Disclaimer: nothing is mine! If you've read any of my other 
story, The Strangest Thing Of All then you might have figured 
out that Jopper is my hardcore ship/reason to live so I decided 
to write a little fanfiction about them! Just a forewarning, 
quotes won't be exactly like the show. And to clarify, Joyce and 
Hopper won't get together officially in the story until like 
somewhere around where episode four would end. Btw this 
won't affect the length of time between updates for my other 
story. Enjoy! 


UNKNOWN TIME 


He took in a deep breath in as he watched her walk away, the corners of 
her mouth still upturned in a smile. It had been a while. But she hadn't 
changed a bit. 


God, he thought to himself. Why does she have to be so damn 
adorable. It wasn't a question. 


00000 
PRESENT DAY 


Hopper was already not in the mood that day. He had woken up 
miserable, as usual, half asleep, as usual, and had trudged his way to 
work begrudgingly, as usual. 


Which is why he wasn't really paying attention to Flo as she listed 
that morning's bucket of shit for him to figure out. He had just 
mumbled out a final word of, "Coffee and contemplation, Flo!" as he 
turned the door handle to his office, tuning out Flo's protests behind 
him. 


He swung the door open and stopped. 


Damn. 


He should've listened to Flo more closely. Joyce Byers was in his 
office, looking at him like he killed her cat. 


"I have been waiting for over an hour, Hopper!" She told him. He 
raised an eyebrow and took her in. She looked stressed-well, more 
than usual-and had a cigarette between her fingers. 


He only remembered her using one of those when she was in serious 
anxiety or some sort of stress, except for a few select occasions. 


"Look, I got a busy schedule, okay," he said as an excuse for an 
apology. "Some kid is missing and-" 


"That kid is mine!" She exclaimed. "It's Will, my boy, he's missing! He 
didn't come home last night and I checked everywhere, called 
everywhere, but I can't find him!" 


Hopper was surprised. The Joyce Byers he knew had always been 
extremely organised. Sure, she had her slip-ups, but she usually knew 
where everyone and everything was at all times. He just couldn't 
picture her loosing track of her son. 


"When was the last time you saw him?" 


"Yesterday morning, before he left to go hang out with his friends, 
like he always does!" 


"Okay, well, has he or his friends got any enemies?" Hopper asked as 
he took notes. 


"No," She said. "Of course not." She looked away. 

Hopper called her bluff. "Joyce, seriously." 

"Well, I mean, he gets...teased a lot at school. People don't like him, I 
mean, he's got friends but kids are mean! They tease him, you know, 
like call him names and things." She told him. 


"What kind of names?" 


"I don't know, he won't ever tell me! Why does this matter, Hopper? I 
just want to find him!" She exclaimed. 


Hopper sighed. Clearly, this conversation wasn't going to be brief. "I 
do too, Joyce, but I need you to understand that he most likely got 
lost in the woods or something." 


"But it's a pretty straightforward path from the Wheelers' to our 
house, how would he-" 


"He was at the Wheelers'?" Hopper interrupted. 
"Yeah, why?" 
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Hopper now knew which oddities to look for as he stepped inside 
Hawkins Middle. After he had finished his conversation with Joyce, 
he had gotten the information that Will had been at Mike Wheeler's 
house for the day the day before and hadn't come home that night. 
He had always been perfectly happy, never gave the slightest 
indication that he wanted to run away or anything like that. 


The only solution he could think of before he got together a search 
party was to interview Will's friends about his route home. 


It was a complete disaster. 


The little shits didn't take it seriously at all. They kept talking about 
some Lord of the Rings crap and some random road that he finally 
got the real name of after endless yelling at them to shut their damn 
mouths. 


After the questioning, he and his fellow officers headed to where the 
kids had said Mirkwood was, where Cornwallis and Curley meet. 
They pulled over and started searching, calling out Will's name. They 
checked the perimeter of the woods until Powell called him over. 


It was a bike. Will's bike. 
"Think he bolted, Chief?" Powell asked. 


"Bike like this is like gold to those kids. He wouldn't just let it go 
easily," Hopper muttered to himself. 


"Whatcha thinking, Chief?" 

"Something's off." 
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They had searched the woods for hours, he had told her. 
They hadn't found anything, he told her. 


He wanted to know about the phone call. But what was the point if 
they hadn't found him? 


Seeming to sense her emotions, Hopper looked at her pointedly and 
said, "We've only checked one place. There could be plenty of other 
places the kid could be. Remember what I suggested yesterday? Did 
you do what I asked?" 


Joyce nodded. But she didn't want to. 
"Good," He said. "Now tell me more about the call you got." 
She led him over to the phone. 


"Jesus, storm barbecued this pretty good," he turned it over in his 
hands. 


"Wh-What? A storm? You think a storm did this?" 


"Well, yeah, there was a major power surge last night. Just tell me 
what happened." 


"I-I picked up the phone and I-I heard breathing, like someone was 
scared, and I knew-I just knew it was him, it was Will, but he didn't 
answer when I talked to him! And then there was this-this noise-" 


"Noise?" 
"Yeah, like a growl, and then the thing zapped me!" 
Hopper took a second to think. 


"And...you're sure it was Will's breathing? It wasn't just some prank?" 


"It wasn't a prank! It was him!" 


"Look, we get calls like this all the time, some shitty kids playing a 
joke on you or something and it turns out that it wasn't something to 
worry about," Hopper said. 


Joyce turned away from him and he immediately felt that he had said 
the wrong thing. 


Maybe the call hadn't given her worry. 

Maybe it had given her hope. 

But he couldn't get her hopes up. "It was just a prank, Joyce. 
Nothing's wrong. He's just lost, okay, that wasn't him! That wasn't 


him!" 


She turned toward him, angry. "You think I don't know my own son's 
breathing?! Wouldn't you know your own daughter's?!" 


Hopper flinched back. 


She closed her eyes. Her statement was way below the belt and she 
knew it. But she was stubborn. That was one of the things he had 
liked about her. She wasn't going to admit it. 


"Have you heard back from Lonnie at all?" Hopper said, directing his 
question to an area that would bother her. 


"No," She grumbled. 
He began to search her house, checking for signs of a struggle. 


"What, do you think I didn't search my own house?" Joyce said from 
behind him. He rolled his eyes. 


"No," he said. "Just wait." 


He went outside by himself and saw their shed. He opened the door 
and saw a strange sight. 


A gun was lying on the workbench on top of a pile of bullets. As he 


leaned in to examine it, the window caught his eye. It had some sort 
of substance on it...like mud and blood mixed together. He reached 
out to touch it... 


"...Chief!" 
Hopper turned around. 


"I've been calling your name five damn times already!" His deputy 
said. "Find anything?" 


"I want you to get a search party together," he said as he sped out of 
the shed. "As many people as you can find." 


"Hey, you think we got a problem here?" 

"Just get in the car. I'll meet you outside in a minute." 

"Okay, Chief, whatever you say..." 

Hopper went back inside. Joyce was standing anxiously by the door. 
"Well?" 


He shook his head. She closed her eyes and held back a sob. Hopper 
walked over to her. 


" 


"Hey," He said softly. "I'm-we're getting a search party together 
tonight. As many people as possible. Teachers, parents, hell, we 
might even bring in dogs. If Will is out there, we will find him. It 
might not be today, but it'll be soon. I promise." 


She looked up at him. Doubt swam in her eyes. 


"I promise, okay? We're going to find him, no matter how long it 
takes." 


Hopper knew this wasn't true. Eventually, they would be forced to 
call off the search party. But he couldn't bring himself to tell her that. 


She nodded and a small sound, almost inaudible, escaped from her 
lips. 


She cursed internally. She couldn't fall to pieces. No. But it was too 
late. 


Her eyes welled up with tears again and one escaped. 

Then two. 

Then three. 

Hopper hesitated, then wrapped an arm around her. 

"You okay?" He asked her. 

"I'm fine," she said, wiping her eyes and turning away. "I'm fine." 
Hopper nodded and turned to leave. 

"Hopper, wait," she stopped him. "Thank you...for trying to find him." 
Hopper met her eyes. "I will bring him back to you, Joyce." 

He left. 
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PAST TIME 

"What the hell are you doing?" He laughed. 

She slammed down the gas pedal of the car and swerved. 

"It's called having fun!" She turned toward him, snow in her hair. 


"Do you even know how to drive?" He shook his head. Stupid question, 
really. With her, the answer was always no. 


Another sharp turn sent him, sitting in the passenger seat, flailing left and 
on top of her. 


"Jesus, you're gonna get us killed!" He brushed himself off. She grinned. 


"So?" She sped down the road, laughing at his half-scared, half-thrilled 
expression. 


The car swerved again, but this time, she didn't make it do so. A huge 
patch of ice lay in the road, and she screamed and he yelled as they 
crashed into a tree right head-on. 


"Shit!" She exclaimed. "Son of a bitch! Are you okay?!" 


He nodded slowly and then burst into laughter as they got out of the mess 
that was the car. 


"What's so funny?!" She demanded. 
He laughed again. "There is never a boring moment with you, is there?" 


She rolled her eyes and pulled out a cigarette and a lighter, (where did she 
get those from)? 


"My Dad's gonna kill me!" She stuck the cigarette in her mouth so as to 
refrain from cursing like a sailor. 


"Well," He said. "I'll come to your funeral." 


A/N: Ughhhh I just wanna get to the adorableness alreadyyyyy 
lol :). 
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Chapter 2: I Walked Into Love With You 


Disclaimer: I own nothing! Btw I changed the timing of some 
minor events in the series, (and added a few of my own), just 
because it fit this storyline better. This is also the part where our 
story gets a little non-canon. Everything major that happened in 
the show will still happen, but some things will be different. ). 


PAST TIME 


"Whatever," he shoved his hands in his pockets. "You're already Byers' girl 
anyways." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" She raised an eyebrow and had an 
expression on her face not unlike one has when one is offended. 


"Nothing, it means nothing," he glared. "I just think you could do better." 
"Better than what, exactly?" 


"I said nothing!" He exclaimed. "Take a wild guess, see where that gets 
you. That's pretty much what you do with every decision! Especially 
recently!" 


She rolled her eyes. "I'm fucking sixteen, James-" 
"Don't call me that." 


"Well is there another term that would be appropriate right now? Because 
if so, I have a few in mind!" 


"Nothing," He said again. "It's all just...nothing." 
"Well if this is nothing, then I guess it was always nothing!" her voice is 
quieter now, softer. But not tender, more like fragile, but still with an 


edge. 


"You're right," he said harshly. "You're right just like you always are." 


He began to walk away, half-hoping she would call him back. 
She didn't. 
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"Will?!" 

"Will Byers?!" 

"Will, we're hear for you, bud!" 


Yells for Will Byers rang throughout the woods as the search party 
looked for him. They had had no luck so far. 


Hopper was starting to get nervous. There were only so many places 
in Hawkins and only so far a kid could go on foot before getting hurt 
or even dying. He had never actually met Will in person, but he 
seemed like he was a good kid from what people kept telling him. 


*LATER* 
Hopper hadn't planned on visiting her. 


He'd been out searching all night. He'd already sent out two search 
parties for two days and hadn't stopped searching with them. He'd 
visited Will's father and hadn't found him there either. 


It was the third day of Will's disappearance. 
Three days and he hadn't been seen or even spotted by anyone. 
Well. 


That wasn't true. There was a report. After he found Benny. A kid 
with a shaved head at the diner. But Will didn't look like what was 
described to him. He had seen pictures. 


But he couldn't deny just how suspicious he was. 


He could reassure himself with this, though, he knew the kid was no 
murderer. Hell, no one raised by Joyce Byers could commit a crime 
as minor as slapping a kid. 


Well... 


She'd slapped a few people in her lifetime, he remembered. But she'd 
changed somehow. She was a lot more secluded now. 


Even so, even with no new information to give her, Hopper left the 
search party and drove to her house. He saw what looked like the 
Wheelers' car pulling out from her driveway as he arrived. 


He rang the doorbell and waited. He didn't have to wait for long. She 
threw the door open and upon seeing him she stepped aside for him 
to come inside and asked, "Did you find anything? Did you find him?" 


He blinked at the sight of dozens of Christmas lights strewn across 
the ceiling, but didn't question it yet. 


"No, I just came to see how-see if you've heard anything from him, if 
he tried to contact you or anything," he hesitated over his words. 
That wasn't what he meant to say, but, for some reason, he felt 
strange about saying what he planned. 


She paused in her words, too. "...No...haven't heard anything." 


He mentally raised an eyebrow. She was hiding something. "You 
sure?" 


Joyce took a few steps away and turned to face away from him. 


"It wasn't actually him. Well, it was but-ugh-the lights were-were 
almost talking in a way, the way they were blinking was just...just 
weird, and I just, I knew it was him, Hop, I knew it was Will. I don't 
know how I knew-how I know-but I just do." 


To her surprise, Hopper didn't scoff or not take her seriously. He just 
said, "And that's why you put up the lights?" He gestured around. 


"Yeah," she admitted. She knew she sounded crazy. She always did. 
But she wasn't going to accept that Will was lost. He was still there, 
he would always still be there. 


Hopper was silent behind her, thinking. She certainly wasn't telling 
the whole truth, but that was a lot of it. He wasn't saying he believed 


her, but then he thought about that odd substance on the window 
blinds and the extremely "coincidental" gun lying next to it. 


"I know it doesn't sound-" 


"It sounds like something strange is going on. It might be all in our 
heads, but something's not right," Hopper interrupted. 


"Our?" She turned to him, surprised. He nodded. 


"You're not the only one who has seen things. They might not even 
have anything to do with Will, but I've seen some things too." 


"Here, do you wanna sit down or something?" Joyce asked him. He 
brought her over to her couch and they sat side by side. "What did 
you see?" 


"It was nothing, Joyce," he said. "Nothing important." 


"Nothing," she repeated, unbelieving. "Everything's nothing with you, 
isn't it? Tell me Hopper. I want to know-I need to know!" 


Hopper ran his fingers through his hair and sighed a long sigh. 


"We found a piece of what looked like a hospital gown on a pipe. I 
remember Jonathan saying he was good at hiding. I thought maybe it 
was him, maybe some doctor found him and took him in and he got 
scared and ran. Before that, when I was searching your house I saw 
this...goop. It could've easily been mud-" Hopper knew it wasn't mud, 
but he didn't want to say that. "-but it struck me as odd since there 
was a rifle lying in a pile of bullets right next to it. That's all." 


She looked at him, her wide brown eyes searching his blue. He felt a 
strange feeling inside his stomach as she studied his expression. 
Nervous? No. 


"Hopper," She said slowly. "There's something you're not telling me." 
"Shit," he said aloud. "I forgot you're a human lie detector." 


He nodded reluctantly. "Yeah, there's something. The day Benny died, 
one of his fishing buddies said he saw a kid with a shaved head 


hanging around right before he killed himself. Said the kid was 
around Will's age and that it could've been him." 


Joyce stared. "So you think my child is a murderer?" 


"No! See, this is why I didn't want to tell you this! The guy wasn't 
even sure it was Will. He didn't even get a good look at the kid! And 
besides, if Will is anything like you, he couldn't kill a bug on the 
sidewalk," Hopper told her. "Unless he was really pissed. Then he 
could shoot an entire building and not be sorry." 


Joyce smiled. "He's not like me at all. If he was, he'd be insane." 


Hopper almost laughed. "You're not insane, Joyce. Well...maybe a 
little-" 


She slapped him. 
"Oh, so you can still hit people. This is new," he joked. 
"What are you talking about?" She said, half-confused, half-amused. 


"Well, when you were younger you were a total rebel, you know? 
Now you've kind of...mellowed out into fluffy kitten." 


She rolled her eyes. "When I was a kid I was stupid and reckless." 


"Whilst you were reckless, you were far from stupid," Hopper argued. 
"Who do you think did all my homework?" 


"I made stupid decisions. Not bad ones, necessarily, but stupid. Like I 
said before, reckless." 


Hopper couldn't argue that time. She did make stupid decisions. But 
not the way she was thinking. He still remembered. 


Suddenly, Joyce laughed beside him. 
"What?" He looked at her, relieved to see her smiling. 


"I'm just really glad Will's not like I was. Maybe he's like me now, but 
I'm just really happy he isn't like me then." 


A memory surfaced in Hopper's mind. 


"Remember when you were stressed about that math test even though 
you got a higher grade than the whole rest of the class combined, and 
you ripped out a cigarette in the middle of class?" He nudged her. She 
grinned. 


"You can't blame me, it was a habit!" She laughed. "Mr. Reynolds 
blew his shit." 


"I'm pretty sure the only reason you weren't suspended for smoking 
inside was because you were his favorite," Hopper said. 


"I was not!" 
He scoffed. 


"Look," He told her in a softer voice. "Will is your son. Yours. He's like 
you all the way down to the eyes." 


It was true. He'd seen the pictures. "And if he's even the slightest bit 
like you, he's strong. Really strong. Mentally, I mean. Though you 
really can throw a punch if you want to. And if he's anything like 
you, he'll survive and come straight back here to his mother." 


Joyce locked eyes with him. Her expression was hard to read. It was 
a mix of surprise and...relief? She was definitely blushing from the 
compliment. But she also had a sort of awed expression. As if she was 
seeing something in a whole new light. 
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Oh god. 

Oh god. 

Oh god, no. 

Every foot he drove in his car felt like a mile. 


But how? How had this happened? How, when he had just been 
saying that morning that the kid would come back? 


Police sirens roared around him. The state troopers had taken the 
body to the morgue already, and now the remaining officers were 
heading to the Byers' house to deliver the news. 
News that shouldn't have to be delivered at all. 


They started to go down the road and saw a car parked in front of the 
driveway to their house. 


The lights shone onto it and he saw Joyce and Jonathan standing in 
the middle of the road, Joyce looking traumatised, Jonathan looking 
dazed and confused. 


Oh god. 


Hopper stopped his car and got out of it. He motioned for Callahan 
and Powell to stay inside. 


"What's going on?" He asked the pair as he approached them. 


"We could ask you the same thing," Jonathan said, his eyes fixed on 
the flashing lights of the cops in front of him. "Did you find Will?" 


Hopper took in a deep breath. 

"We...we found where he was. We found him." 

"W-was?" Jonathan stuttered. 

"I'm sorry, kid." 

Joyce stared at him blankly. "W-What? What do you mean?" 


"Mom..." Jonathan began, but his voice broke and he sat down on his 
car hood and put his head in his hands. 


Hopper led Joyce into her house and didn't even have time to register 
the new addition of the alphabet plastered across her wall. 


"Hopper, what's happening?" 


"Joyce we...jesus...we found Will's body in the quarry. He drowned 
in there, Joyce." 


A/N: so I will do updates once a week on weekends, but 
sometimes I might be late because I have to write my other ST 
story as well, but I will do my best to get this posted because 
Jopper is life. 
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Disclaimer: I own nothing! Just so you know, I'm writing this 
chapter at 10:30 at night and will probably finish at around 
11:30-45 and I'm sick right now so sorry if this sucks lol :( :) 


"our working theory right now is that he fell of his bike, saw 
something that scared him, made his way over to the quarry and the 
ground gave out beneath him and he fell down. This type of thing 
happens often and-Joyce? Are you even listening to me?" 


She wasn't. She had shoved his words into a small box in the back 
corners of her mind where she put things she didn't want to 
remember. That space was starting to get crowded. 


Will wasn't dead. He was lying. Or someone had lied to him. Either 
way, it wasn't true. Just a half hour ago, she had been talking to him. 
He had been talking to her. He had told her to run from that thing. 
That thing that had come out of the wall. 


But the wall was completely normal. No rips, no indents, no 
indication that anything had disturbed it. 


"Joyce?" Hopper's voice pushed through the barrier she had built up. 
"Are you hearing me right now?" 


"No," she mumbled. "I-I was just talking to him thirty minutes ago, 
Hopper, he was talking with the lights, blinking once for yes, twice 
for no, and then I made a way for him to talk to me, like spell things 
out, and he told me to run and then this-this thing came out of my 
wall-" 


"Joyce, come on," Hopper sighed. "All of this is-" 


"All in my head?" She snapped. Hopper was taken aback. Clearly she 
had heard that a lot recently. "You know, I thought you would at 
least be the one to believe me, you saw strange things, too!" 


Hopper grasped her hands. "That could've been anything. It was just 


mud and some kid's jacket or something. It doesn't nearly qualify to 
what you're telling me you're seeing!" 


He didn't mention the newspaper articles that said otherwise. Or the 
lab tapes from November 6th and 7th. 


"Something is going on here, and even if no one believes me, I will 
keep trying to figure out what it is!" 


It pained him to see her like this. Imagining things. Believing in what 
she made up. Even if it might have been true. 


It reminded him of him not too long ago. 


"You know," he told her. "After Sara, I saw things, too. Heard things. 
Couldn't decide what was real and what was just my imagination." 


"No, you're talking about grief. That's not what's going on right now, 
Hopper," She said to him. 


He looked at her, her brown eyes wide and filled with tears that were 
threatening to spill over at any moment. He could see her shaking. 


"Joyce," he said quietly. "You have to accept that Will is gone. He's 
not coming back. He's not in the lights. There's no thing in the wall. 
It's all in your head." The words came out of his mouth before he 
could stop them. 


The tears did flow then. Hopper was happy her older son, Jonathan, 
hadn't come inside yet. He shouldn't have to see his mother upset. 
Again. 


He watched her cry, wishing he could do something. She looked 
down as she cried, as if she was ashamed, but he watched her lower 
herself onto her couch and put her head in her hands as her 
shoulders shook with her sobs. 


He sat down next to her and drew her hands away from her face. She 
looked at him and he hugged her tightly, wrapping his arms around 
her and keeping her close to him. 


She was sobbing into his shoulder and he was holding her for who 


knows how long. 


Once she had calmed her tears enough to speak, Hopper got up to 
leave, but she grabbed his hand. 


"Stay," She pleaded. "Please." 
So he stayed. 


He stayed until she fell asleep in his arms, her breathing deep and 
even. He hated to leave her there, looking peaceful in sleep, knowing 
that when she woke up, she would be dragged back into a world of 
chaos and hurt. 


He began to drive away, relieved to see that Jonathan had come 
inside during the night, but stopped. The sky was still dark, and what 
did he have to do that day, anyways? 


So he pulled his hat over his eyes and went to sleep there. 
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Nothing made sense anymore. The news articles, the reports, the 
sighting of a kid over at Benny's. The staties finding Will's body. It 
just didn't add up. 


He had reread the newspapers about Terry Ives and Dr. Brenner too 
many times to make sense anymore. 


He'd replayed his encounter with Hawkins lab and their tapes from 
November 6th and 7th more times than he could count. 


What's more, Joyce and Jonathan weren't allowed to see the body. 
They could look at it through closed doors, but they couldn't get too 
close. At least, that's what the worker said when he led them to the 
side door that led to the hallway where Will lay, with Hopper waiting 
outside. 


Joyce was right, something was going on here. 


The receptionist, Patty, had just informed him that Will's autopsy was 
done by someone from the state. That the state troopers had sent 


Gary away when they brought him in. Definitely suspicious. 


Just then, Jonathan burst through the door to the hallway, looking 
green. 


"You okay?" Hopper asked as he sat down. He mentally kicked 
himself. Of course the kid wasn't okay, he just saw his brother's body! 


"Yeah...I'm okay..." he mumbled blankly. 


"Hey, how long has this thing been going on with the lights and the 
wall and sh-stuff?" He asked the boy. 


Jonathan sighed. "Since the first phone call, I guess." 
Hopper nodded, thinking hard. Then stopped. 
"Wait, first phone call? There were multiple?" 


"Yeah, didn't she tell you?" Jonathan said, surprised. "She told me she 
got another call, only this time she heard him say something. I think 
she said he said 'mom,' but..." he trailed off, steadying his breathing. 
Hopper glanced toward the hallway, wondering how long Joyce 
would stare at her dead son, looking for the slightest flaw to prove 
that he was alive. 


"You know, she's had anxiety problems in the past, but nothing like 
this," Jonathan spoke up after a while. 


"Don't worry, kid. She's strong. You both are," he gave his shoulder a 
gentle nudge. Jonathan chuckled. 


"Yeah, my mom, she's tough," he said, more to convince himself than 
anyone. 


"Yeah, She is," Hopper said quietly. When Jonathan didn't seem 
convinced, he said louder, "Hey, she is." 


...didn't he know it... 
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PAST TIME 


"You're a real shit, you know that?" She laughed, taking the cigarette from 
his hands and transferring it to her mouth. 


"Well, that's why you like me, isn't it?" He gave a mischievous grin and 
snatched the cigarette right back. She gave a noise of protest and slapped 
him in the arm, yanking on his sleeve. 


He grinned and raised his arm way above his head, making it downright 
impossible for her to reach the cigarette unless she got a ladder. 


"Give it back!" She jumped up, making adorable straining noises as she 
barely bounced to his shoulder. 


"I will on one condition," he gave a sly smile. 
She rolled her eyes. "No!" 
"Why not?" He gave her big, sad eyes. "Pleeeease?" 


"I'm already in detention all week during lunch and after school for 
smoking in the middle of that math test yesterday! I don't need to give 
them another reason to expel me!" 


"They won't expel you, do you see how many people pretty near screw 
each other in the hallways? Have you met Roger Harrington?" He tugged 
on a strand of her hair. "Come onnnn!" 


She groaned. "You're an asshole." 

But she stood on her tiptoes and pressed a quick kiss to his mouth. 
"That was not what I meant and you know it," He wiggled his eyebrows. 
"People will see!" 


"People will see you kissing someone? Wow guess what else is breaking 
news? The earth is round!" 


"Wow! No shit!" She said, just as dripping with sarcasm as he was. "Know 
what I just found out, too? You-" 


But she couldn't finish the sentence, for he had wrapped her up and pulled 
her into him, kissing her hard and passionately. 


He had expected her to pull away with some snarky remark, but she began 
to kiss back, twisting the fabric of his jacket between her fingers. 


He pulled away and put the cigarette between her lips and she reached up 
and adjusted it. 


"That was what I meant, Smalls. Compared to me, your attempt was 
weak," he laughed as he watched her facial expression change at being 
called "Smalls." 


"Smalls?! You call this small?" She forced him against the wall and kissed 
him fiercely, tracing her fingers down his jawline with her free hand that 
wasn't holding the cigarette. He was surprised to feel her tongue brush 
across his mouth. 


"Compared to some things, yes. I do call that small," he said just to annoy 
her. He tugged on another wavy strand of her hair and twisted it between 
his fingers, grinning as her face flushed and she stuffed the cigarette back 
into her mouth to muffle a few choice words she shot at him. 


"Hey, Byers' bruise isn't getting any better," he gestured to the air headed 
jock whom she had socked in the eye for insulting her the other day, who 
was currently sulking against his car in the parking lot. 


"Good. He can suck it." 


"Mmhmm," he mumbled as he gave her a softer kiss, feeling every detail of 
her lips. She smiled against his lips and sighed contently. 


Sure, they didn't use labels like "boyfriend," or "girlfriend," but when he 
said, "You're mine, Smalls," her big eyes lit up with an unsaid rush of 
thrill, and her cheeks flushed with embarrassment when she said quietly, 
"Why not, Hop, let's try that out." 


00000 


The sound of a door slamming and yelling started Hopper out of his 
thoughts. 


Joyce was storming out of the hallway, followed by one of the 
workers, who was trying to get her to sign a paper. 


"Mom, what's going on?" Jonathan stood up. 
No one answered. "Ma'am, I need you to sign!" 


Joyce spun around. "I don't know what that-that thing is in there, but 
it is not my son, it's not Will!" She marched out, slamming the door 
behind her. Jonathan ran after her, leaving Hopper with a 
dumbfounded worker and receptionist. He stuck a cigarette in his 
mouth and walked out. 


It was time to question Gary. 


A/N: sorry it's been so long since I updated! I just have a lot on 
my plate! I'll post another chapter next Sunday because this 
week is show week for me in my theatre group so I'm going to be 
out every night and I'm busy at school during the day, but I'll 
post a chapter after my shows on either Friday, Saturday, or 
Sunday. 


